CHAPTER     SEVENTEEN
broadens* The fight is taking place in the square,
enclosed garden of the Oasis Club* It is a place
dedicated, one would imagine, to more delicate
usages. Over the white walls there drifts a purple
motif of bouganvilla, and across the darkening sky
Is threaded a necklace of gold and purple lamps* A
fountain plays a dispassionate, monotonous melody
of silver.
The crowd responsible for the roar of laughter is
no less exquisite than its surroundings. One sees row
upon row of creamed and powdered faces, all slashed
with the bright single line of vermilion which is our
age's symbol for a mouth. The hats which sweep
over those faces are the product of Maria Guy, and
Chanel has evolved the creations which accompany
them. As the women raise their hands to their faces,
in a sudden horrified ecstasy of blood lust, a hundred
emeralds wink green eyes through the shadows.
Thud, thud. A brutal left hook on the jaw. From
the smooth one's mouth there trickles a thin line of
crimson. He is staggering slightly. Will he fall?
No, for a bell rings, and the fight is over. The men
retire, and as they do so, there is a burst of music
from the band, and a loud cackle of conversation
from the crowd, like the cry of a flock of sea-gulls.
Waiters hurry forward with trays of champagne,
which is eagerly drained by the vermilion mouths,
whose owners naturally need sustenance after so
arduous an experience,
But these are only the preliminaries. The big
fight is yet to come* The minutes are flying past,
the sky is deepening to a rich violet, the melody of the
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